The F Text 
A Fabrication by Douglas Luman 


Many of us know Marco Polo’s name and place in history, but The F Text com- 
plicates, reinvents, and reconstitutes what we know—of the man himself and 
of the myth of human progress and discovery that surrounds him—by breaking 
the received narrative open, and leaving stuttered lines and ample spaces in its 
place. As “the outskirts of | The question / begin to gnaw at / the answers,” 
the fragmented words, lines, images, and the strange new body they collectively 
build become the genuine discovery here. The F Text is a gorgeous, spare volume 
that shows how narrative, like “a Citie / it selfe / may be sundred, and taken 
downe like a Tent,” and how what rises in its place becomes a monument not 
to one man or to one version of human history, but to the shifting, mysterious 
nature of existence itself. 

Laura Sims, author of Staying Alive and My god this is a man 


Mapping the Silk Roads within us, Douglas Luman’s lapidary erasure of Mar- 
co Polo’s travels in their various literary iterations—from Rustichello da Pisa’s 
Medieval account to Italo Calvino’s postmodern rendition—is aflutter with 
“different flags / of an embroidered / glittering fringe.” Luman’s work deep- 
ens our understanding of history, interiority, and poetic making (as a form of 
unmaking) itself. “I have never seen and will never see / a fragment,” this voice 
testifies, amid the ruins. Wondrously, we emerge from Luman’s archaeology of 
civilizational disorders with a new sense of the imaginative constellations over- 
head: “The sky is filled with stars. There is / the blueprint.” 

Srikanth Reddy, author of Voyager and Facts for Visitors 


Douglas Luman brings a heightened artifactual presence to the pages of The 
F Text, an almost geological collision among versions of the Marco Polo narra- 
tive—first laying down layers of competing (and colluding) texts, then breaking 
that sediment, sculpting it into a new form, a notquitemade thing, both con- 
structed and subtracted from its sources. Like “vegetable and mineral / parts of 
speech” constituent voices remain visible, compete for attention, both join and 
resist the overarching address of the poet (or is it Polo?), so “you find yourself 
caught in dialogue” as “the wind / stirs the vanes of the mo-/ ment.” It is 
our moment, ultimately, an “invasion of history” both restless and meditative. 
Susan Tichy, author of Trafficke and Gallowglass 
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This Citie is 


artificiall 


Palace 


an 


a vision in a dream 


a fragment 


— Kubla Khan 
S.'T. COLERIDGE, ESQ. 


there is a moment which 


the 
melancholy of knowing 
comes over us at evening, 
ye will find it °0/d in the braziers, 
tremble ; 
in the present 
a truthful one. It must be 
obscure 
precious and 
desperate eyes which 


caused the things 


made us the heirs of their long undoing. 


001F/005C/009P 
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the gods 


Crow 


who has seen the 


dove s stare 
for the man who arrives 
when days are growing shorter and 
oo “a lighted on 
a woman’s 
voice 
now believe hig aga 
were 


seldom to depart 


How long they were 


002F/007C/010P 


desire 


foregoing narrative 


brawl 


The 


young go by; 
already memories 
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004F/009C/032P 


There are ways of describing 


everything you wish 
say, 


“T arrived here 


indiscriminately 


fluttered in the wind. Before then I had known only 


the present day, 


my eyes are to understand, generally, possessions 
but now I know this 


path that opened before me 


” 


morning 


I could tell you 


WHERE THE ARK OF NOAH RESTED— 


this would be the same as telling you nothing. 


there is a manufacture 


of 
oe space and the 


past: the distance 


of 
it is said to be 
mostly 
in ruins. 
the fish 
on the dock telling each 
other for the hundredth time 
like a sponge 
"8 past. 
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005F/010C/034P 
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006F/012C/041P 


THE PEOPLE 
here: 


other s 


seasoned 


sweet and 


inhabited 
7 ; by the church 
of goldand © silk 


the description of 
desires 


you are in the heart 
that language 


has unfortunately 


nothing 
The origin of the word : 
malignant, 


; : treacherous 
misrepresented 


of a nature 
not, 


of agate, onyx, chrysoprase, your labor 


takes from desire its form 


You walk for days among stones. 
Rarely does light 

sign 
a thing. 


the end of winter 


according to the canons 
depart s, 


Finally 
and 
All those cloths whichwecall muslins are 
but images of things that mean other things. 
a tank 


barracks 


a sign that something 


has a sign 


what is forbidden 


_ fish with your pole from the 
The origin of the word 


; relatives’ corpses . 
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007F/013C/041P 


The F Text 


008F/015C/043P 


memory. 
one, having seen it, can forget. 


forced to 


remain motionless 


the figures of birds and 
pearls 
boring 
magic, 
physics, astronomy, geomancy 


patterns following one another as 


successors 


the 


order 


cX= 


punged from the mind _ like 


vegetable and mineral 


parts of speech. 


the horizon 
perished miserably under the following cir- 
cumstances. 


socks flapping, the chimneys belching smoke, 


divide the world amongst them. 
agreed 


different flags 


of an embroidered 
glittering fringe 

swaying; 
think of it as 


skins 
the head a 
desert the 
sea, in the palm s 
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009F/017C/044P 
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places, the most eminent and populous. 
inhabitants 
manufacture 
men ‘ Fi 
acquire considerable wealth, but 
are poor. 
I too am a 
dirigible 
hand s 
hovering 
1 t oO Oo 


exist. 


010F/019C/048P 


who now govern them, 


the buried 


enclosed beneath the rock s 


THE NEIGHBOUR 


of 


the Holy Ghost 
being esteemed good 
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011F/020C/049P 
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Sent off to 


listen: 


through eyes 


languages incomprehensible 


opaque, dense 
fire, 


rivers fed in times of drought. 


might know God; 
might know 
himself only gestures, 


animal barkings or hootings, or 


objects carried with them 
becoming curious to see 


themselves deluded, 


fall into 


a net a naked man 


012F/021C/050P 


clenching a round, white pearl. 


buried ina 
a charade to indicate a name. 
and 
nobody could tell anything about them 
a mind's phantasm . 


Douglas Luman 


013F/022C/050P 


an emblem among emblems. 


014F/022C/---P 


an 
ie 
a 
o 
Pie 
= 
o 
u 
2 
2 
o 
=I 
E 


tell me only the thoughts that come 
at evening 
“Tt is evening. ae 


a slight breeze, ‘ gambole 
my words evoke . 


conjecture; 
a muddy estuary. 


T admit it. 
All this 


much corrupted 


thought; 


decane That is to say, 
undoubtedly intended 


019F/027,028C/052P 
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020F/029C/054P 


persuading 
of 


another 
past 
a possible future and 
smeone else’s 


branches of the past: dead branches. 


a price dearer than 


the little that is his. 


much he will never have.” 


conscience 


read 


what it was 


se 


follow 


ti 


inhabitants 


examine 


of the 


present 


situated on the edge of 


saying to them 


the 


today, 


nostalgia 


that 


travelling rate of light 
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021F/030C/055P 


The F Text 


FOSSIL AND MINERAL 


These are the forms 


which become what we see today. 


miniature model, 
all the articles necessary for 


a possible future 


in a glass globe. 


every inhabitant 


desires, 


dried up 


must be 


real 


022F/032C/056P 


who know 


the effect of 


having 
are made to 
carry great weights. 
This—some say— confirms that each 
man bears only of differ- 
circumstantial 
sleep, 


all around and has nothing but doubts: he is unable 


dragging after them 
existence all its moments 
the rumble of wheels the 


howl of wolves. 
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023F/034C/059P 
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Now tell of 
the 
body 
crossing an- 
other, linked by the approach of night, 
No one remembers what need or 
desire drove this 
there is no telling 
the undecipherable plan. 
always 
derived by combining 
to give their form to desires, those 
which desire either erase or are erased by it. 
024F/035C/066P 
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at every solstice and equinox 
The boat that lands 
will sail again, 
from the circumstance of nails 


_ When an attempt is 
made to drive a nail, it rebounds, frequently 


The planks are bored, But what drives men 


being driven 


We know little 


of 
the fibrous husk 
to keep 
junk , summon —_up your 
memories , your wolf 


025F/036C/067P 


026F/038C/070P 


the bay 
of the jackal, the hoot of the owl. 


an abundance of 


time passing, or time past 


avoid filled with words. ' 


wander through them , become lost, 


; It is the haunt 
a guide is difficult to find 
n oO well-known paths. 


bled 


cities 


from one to another 


like dreams, 


From now 


if they exist 


They take the crude a vein 
known to yield 
wonders 
as a cinder in the furnace augur s 


a degree 
the former. instead 


is found 
often 


031F/043C/071P 
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032F/045C/072P 


after 
skein 
running 
to a 
suit; 


days and 


wound 


night through 


in 


nights 


as a 


husk: or capsule 


Of 
things. 
basalt 
the al- 
phabetical order of up and down 
halls, stairs, bridges. a 


cabinet, cloud of smoke, the dazed eyes of 


circumstance 
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034F/049,050C/078P 


fact 
cut spirally, 
as pumpkin 
singing 
eyes ; 
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lock for a second, 


so hard 


an exchange of glances 


producing a 
blind man 
hard fossil 


mineral, 


without 


an eye 


035F/051C/080P 
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time increases a thing’s value, at 
times denies it. 
spines skins 
because nothing 
is symmetrical form for 
is difficult 
of stone, of clay. 
the dignity of image 
lovers their naked bodies, 
the veins of the neck and 
the 
slip between tendons, 
limpid 
and cold l 
036F/053,054C/082P 


Occasionally 


Z exist 


in shadow 


veins of lapis lazuli, ; 


It is a cold country. 


for the last time 
wave a white rag. 


explore every coast, and seek 


to 
doubt 
IT shall 
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| ta Ge 3 ; 
~ =e Bive miles meandering , a mazy : & 
ea Bes &, ae ~ sagred river ‘- : : 
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lanterns hung from the cedars 


nings weigh on 


THE: EARS 


and 


lie 


the traces of 


faint 


paths 


and habits of life 


041F/059,060C/086P 
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No one wise 


inhabit :s 


fringe s and estuaries, 


never in words; it is in 


but its course, is through 


the teeth of 


life and 
glide s 
between the banks of 


nature 


the outskirts where men and women 


042F/061 ,062C/088P 
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practise various modes of wild animals. 
vessels 
temporary, 
and in perpetual succession, 
begin again. 
043F/063C/091P 


The F Text 


Now 


the grip of weariness 


house s debts, 


The language of the people 


landscape 


of wealth or authority, 
one function to another without 


variety 


044F/064C/092P 


the mood of the beholder 


in the gutters, the manhole covers, 


the fish scales, wastepaper. 


sink 


each morning 


sooner or later, the day comes 


the present day. 


digging into the cellars, the foundations, the 


wells. 
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045F/066C/094P 
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There is little I can tell you about 


an array of proverbial virtues, 
SWOLLEN WITH 


rules. 


recollection of the 


of words to fix it, 


an interpolation 


: its orthography 


the quality of the water, 


046F/067,068C/095P 


WHICH IS ABUNDANTLY SUPPLIED 


It is made 


of exceptions, exclusions, incongruities, contradictions. 


it is very imperfect. 


always as an excep- 
tion, exist. a cer- 


tain limit. 
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047F/069C/096P 


boundaries 


A PECULIAR CUSTOM 


sprout 
emaciated peoples, dried rivers, reeds. empire 


outside 


fruit so ripe it burst its skin, 


facin and the men, on the same principle, 
& wherever they happen to reside. All the before-men 


have borne forests of beams 


have shifted mountains of . marble 


stone resembling 


leaves’ veins, lined like a hand’s 


filigree 


051F/073C/097P 
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052F/075C/098P 


spider-web 


few 


the chasm’s bed 


its whole extent 


skins 


STONE 


glimpse 


sand, 


fresh water, 


know the net will last only so long. 


sustain 
the 


blood 
When you 


no longer pass among them, the inhabitants 


; the others, amount 


to 
extraordinary illusions 
that rise in the plain. That is 
; ; they are nothing. 
hear themselves called by a 


pattern of strings 


. Then they abandon it take them- 


farther away. 


Thus, 


walls do not last, the 


bones of the dead 


carried to those 


spots” 
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053F/076C/100P 
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the astrologers 
lost above the clouds 


climb them with ladders. 


the body must be performed without 


the 
body 


leaf by leaf, stone by stone, ant by ant, 


contemplating their own absence. 


054F/077C/104,105P 


themselves intermediate space 
temporary guests, 
they remain 
perhaps they already 
existed, 
mulitplied, [sic] 
memories: 


> 
at night, you can hear them 


unable to tell them apart. 
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055F/078,079C/106P 
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you 


find yourself caught in dialogue. 


same dialogue still going on; 


the same process 


applied 
by 
the astrologer. 
population renews itself: 
meanwhile 
places are born 
a series of roles 
reassigned 
to 
youth, 


056F/080C/109P 


stone by stone 


It is a fact 
that road s 


depend upon 


stones 
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057F/082C/111P 


all T know 


the bustle of light zigzagging, 


superstition 
of the affairs of the world 


sunset, 
the signal 
to light 
the August Slumber 
the copper re- 
flection Sung shattered into 


sparkling glints like floating leaves 


061F/085,086C/113P 
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062F/088C/114,105P 


To 
go from one place to another 
the shortest 


distance between two points is 


a zigzag 


the routes of the swallows, who cut the air 


the line 


the reason to believe that 


dropping from a rooftop 


following gutterings 
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a space in which routes are drawn 


from 


what is outside the eyes 


eyes 


scanning a blank page. 


063F/090,091C/---P 
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064F/092C/117P 


view 


diminished. 


mistakable to the eye 


the wind 
stirs the vanes of the mo- 
ment ; 
this view, this light, this buzzing, this air 
: obviously the name means this 


and could mean nothing but this. 


I have never seen and will never see 


a fragment 


It was dusk there. 
the hour 
mask 
no longer 
tha n 


a growth of beard 
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065F/094,095C/---P 
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066F/096,097C/122P 


the remainder 


a custom, 
symmetrical patterns repeated 
lines, interwoven 
the starry sky 
a reflection 
each place corresponds 
augurs contained in the 
pattern ; 
there is a point amid clouds 
geometrical 


implicit in its every, tiniest detail. 
It is easy to get lost 
and stare 
seeking a 
thread which, brings you to 


you 


the hint of 


nostalgia 


seizing the beard. 


the air dry and diaphanous, 


form _ things 


two words both 


having barely left the lips. 
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067F/098C/123P 


ponder what we are seeing and living, 


Perhaps this dialogue 


is cruel. 
grass or 
grain. a river green with 
crocodiles or fish being 
but we cannot know which is inside which 
we have never stopped rais- 


ing dust 


071F/103,104C/128P 
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072F/105C/130P 


If this is not your first journey, 
you already know 


you have to walk a circle 
in an ex- 
panse of rusting sheet metal, sackcloth, planks bris- 
tling pipes black with soot, piles of 


tins, blind walls with fading signs, frames of staved- 
in straw chairs, 


rotten 
multiplying repertory of 


provisions 


abundance 


OF AN IMAGINARY KIND 


collapsing beams 
and shifts of the terrain, rusted 


through neglect 


. Only this is 


known for sure the shards of the original splendor 


serve a different use: 


nothing of 
splendor; 


less appropriate to inhabitants’ 
needs shows off, like a gem, what remains 


Douglas Luman 


073F/106,107,108C 
/131P 
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074F/110C/133P 


PRODUCED 
CONSTELLATION 


reflection, passing whims. 


the living has taken to 


copying its copy. 
this has not just now begun 


OF 


This belief is handed down 


THAT YIELDS 


everything suggests 


constant care to 


the corrupted name 


thick, like pitch 


the 


BEAUTY 


them 


terrestrial 


model 


THE FORM 
AND THE MODE OF 


the visible 


which seems to be 
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075F/111C/135P 
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every 


morning 


sidewalks, plastic bags, 


tubes of toothpaste, 


blown-out light bulbs, newspapers, containers, 


wrappings, boilers, encyclopedias, pianos, 
procelain Isic] . It is so much by the 
things manufactured 
opulence, 
the things 


true passion 


a mart, a great store of merchants 


and their task 


residue of existence 
because things cast off 
nobody wants to have them 
Nobody wonders where they carry 


076F/114C/139P 


time 


stone of azure colour 


exist only because we think 


they exist. 
this conjecture our 
purposes. we remain here sway- 


ing cocooned in our hammocks 


same as 
a proof 
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077F/117C/140P 


besos angular shifts of 


spread out 


a fan. 


small in proportion 


to the seasons, 


infinite deformities 
Perhaps, in- 
stead of racking one’s brain to suggest 


the figure of the body; 


z 0 
delicate limbs. of 
7 : the body, 


countless forms 


the head, legs, and ears 


a balcony, a fountain, a 


’ the pattern 
church with a pointed dome, a quince tree P 


081F/121,122,123C 
/137P 
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the hour when the lights come 


on 


collects 


along the sides of it every season, 
no person shall dare to reap 


evening. 


082F/124C/144P 


There is 
material difference between 
earth 
dirt, 
roofs 
skies clouds. 


There are several other 
names by which they are designated; _ 
given to them. 


say, “It’s down below there,” and we can only 
put 


our ear to the ground, sometimes hear 
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083F/126C/151P 
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ask, “Why is 


construction 


its destruction ” And 


__. ina whisper, “ 
space is divided 


»” 


The expressions may 
be understood 
and the sense 
may be— 


The sky is filled with stars. There is 
the blueprint. 


084F/127C/321P 


. people 
belonging to them, floating upon a 
themselves an island © ~ 
lodged 
where wrecked, and who 
amounted to themselves 


straggling, disorderly 
wold” copered by 


them 
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085F/128C/326P 
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086F/129,130C/328P 


if you go out and 
hunt carefully, you may find 


there are al- 


ready blossoming 


the 
body, asserting human flesh 


like tree trunks 


broader at the edges 


but now 


empty wood 


the trees 


trunk 


night’s frost 


a woodworm 


forests 


It is said that 


cut from the 


avail themselves of 


perhaps a larvum’s nest; 


a caterpillar that gnawed 


tree $ 
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087F/131,132C/329P 


assume 


‘the _ part of the ocean; for as we speak of the 


Sea, rivers , ge- 


ographers know 


the forms 
a name, 
which, suggests a route to 
every place 
other places, 
a word with the sound of 

an oasis hidden in a fold 

the tides suggest 


no matter 


091F/135,136,137, 
139C/330,331P 
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a grain 
of sand 


Naturally the 


space is in proportion to their number, 
grains of dust, 


‘The properties are well known. 


speak of the island 
contemplate a marble vein 


a hundred or a thousand years hence, 


echo beneath the Flora, 


092F/140,141,142, 
143C/333P 


the foundation 
established the place 
according to the position of the stars; 


the intersecting lines of 
navigators 
8 the 


axis 


calculation ana belief. 
an eclipse of the moon 


guaranteed 


the firmament 
Following the calculations 
; peoples came to 


with 


howls 
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093F/144C/334P 
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. Ever since time lingered 


] . . 
people contained in ee 


many more 


time s 


such as 


the leaves, 


on an ear 
it is easy to move. 
to shift feet 
the elbows taking turns 


094F/146,147C/335P 


they may not touch ) 


to their temples. 


the 


their hands 
( 
grim gaze 
see 
a piece of 
the 
the mouth 


state 


speak 
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096F/150C/338P 


the position of 


stars: 
seeing 
the firmament on that date: 
the sky 
and 
other drugs here alluded to are 
habits. 


a shadow-theater 


an opportunity of 


thus 


reproach : 
employing only for this purpose the 
which is armed with long, sharp spines 


? 


I will answer you with a story. 


once a goatherd, driving a tinkling flock 


of 


gods 


cannot remember 


the grazing lands: 


no 
name for 
ing one pasture from 
street corners 
the opposite of 
cities and what is outside 


them. 


tongue, 
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097F/152,153C/340P 
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seek S 


crack 


the summer sky, calling 


for 


the century of the swallow to begin 


the curve of an opening horizon 


in- 

terpret it in this way: 

the change with time, 
their relationship second 


to 


season. 


098F/154,155C 
/341,342P 


the outskirts of The question 


begin to gnaw at 


the 


answers, 


the evil spirit, 


the specter of the 


ahead 


passing 


a fervid sun, : 


under 
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099F/157,158C/343P 
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invasions 


ist 5 
of his ory both beasts and birds 


what fauna, 


fondotien its peculiar 


language 


100F/159,160C 
/344,345P 


should not tell 


a temporal succession of 


a malignant seed 


that infil- 


trates like a climbing plant 


the central part is filled with pith, 


germinating 


secretly inside 


a word 
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101F/161,162C/345P 


102F/164,165C/346P 


drawing 


what is already 
here, fu- 


- _ the weight 
impossible to carry 


signals 


discontinuous in space 


time 


lL. while we speak, estes 
joints 
for it, but only ais 
the menace in nightmares 


Citie 


it selfe 
may be sundred, and taken downe like a Tent 


1324: A man in the twilight of his life. Between January and June of that 
year, he slips back into dust. He came from nowhere, went to a yonder, 
and returned with gold, gems, and stories to tell. He becomes a rich man, a 
magnate among merchants. 


Facts about Marco Polo and his journey are speculative. His own version 
of his narrative emerged from dictation during a stint in jail as a prisoner 
having come home to war after nearly a quarter century away. 

Enter Calvino, Coleridge, men named Rustichello, Purchas, and Donn- 
Byrne; centuries of translators; the shadowy system of circuits, Netflix. 
All—and none—fabricate a kind of truth in amalgam. The F Text is a 


conglomeration of them, and whatever contradictory voices they contain. 


Marco Polo, the Venetian—meaning of Venice. Vene: all things resembling a 
vein—arteries, a Silk Road. Or, is it better heard veni, meaning come here. 


Someone across the pool calls “Marco.” 
“Polo,” comes the choral refrain. 


We, too, must find our way through the watery dark. 
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Because The F Text is an archaeological mosaic of sorts, using text as tesserae, the cover 
art was conceived to extend the logic of the book outward with a mosaic inspired by 
the time period and eastbound travels of Marco Polo. The below image is a layered 

and fragmented collection of period paintings with some relationship to Marco Polo 
and the tokenizing exoticism of his writings, while evoking the Cubist simultaneity 

of Luman’s fabrication. This image was then digitally analyzed using a script for the 
parametric modeling software Grasshopper written by Patrick Griffin. This script 
divided the geometric contours of the source image into a Voronoi diagram that was 
randomized to create a more natural tiling sensibility and then sampled colors from 
the image to apply to the tiles. Although the coding took many hours, the process took 
only a few seconds to compute. As with Luman’s digital process for the creation of the 
text, this was an especially contemporary approach to an arcane practice. 
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